IOO               SAILOR     ON    I-IORSEBACK

Jack's sense of obligation moved in cycles. When he had
been a newsboy and when he had worked in the cannery he
had turned over every cent he earned for food and rent and
pills for Flora; then he abandoned his steady earnings to
become an oyster pirate. For a time he supported his family
on the money taken from pirating, then began squandering
it on wild drinking bouts. When he returned with his
Sophie Sutherland wages he bought only a few second-hand
garments before turning his pay over to his mother; when
he had worked at the jute mill, the electric plant, the laundry,
he had kept for himself only seventy-five cents a week.
Then after monotonous months of dutiful conduct the
springs of responsibility had run down and he had lit out
for the adventure trails of The Road and the Klondike.
Now, at the age of twenty-two, caught in the focus of a
directed impulse to do something constructive with his
life, he might for the first time have found some justification
for walking out.

Instead he resolutely shoved into the background the
stories clamouring for expression. After sixteen months of
adventuring the clock of responsibility was re wound; he
was not willing to expose his mother and her adopted
grandson to privation during the months that it would take
to get his stories down on paper and sell them to the
magazines. Their needs were immediate; his finding of
work would have to be immediate.

Times were hard. The financial depression of 1893 which
had forced him into the jute mill at ten cents an hour five
years before was still paralysing the Far West. Muttering to
himself that times were always hard in an acquisitive
society, Jack tramped the streets and docks for many days,
finding even the meanest of manual labour no longer
available. Trained in laundry work, he tried for a job in
every Oakland laundry. He spent two of his last dollars
to advertise in the newspapers. He answered advertisements
of elderly invalids in need of companions, hawked sewing
machines from house to house as had John London in San
Francisco twenty years before. He felt that he was a bargain